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Scattered Pieces of a Larger Dream
by Jason Boog
-She reflected. '/ prefer stories about squalor.'Esme--With Love and Squalor"

J.D. Salinger-- "For

-Stupid God, what have / done to get a cement forest in a grocery
store?"
James Schevill--"The Jewish Grocer and the Vegetable
Forest"
-But even they scurried to find out. Who is tire Harlequin? - Harlan
Ellison--"Repent Harlequin, Said the Ticktoclcman"

***
The dirty community center of Jehovah, Michigan (population
635) was filled to a record capacity on a very special Monday
evening. Two hundred twenty-five adults, thirty children, and two
puppies were present, according to most estimates. Usually Jehovah
was not a culturally-minded town, but that night would be different.
The Most Reverend Elijah Moon had visited that week, and for two
dollars a person, promised to reveal the meaning of life.
All was quiet at 6:04 when the Reverend appeared from the
back, and ambled up to the brand new podium built for the occasion.
Under his arm was a dusty, slender book, no bigger than a child's
book. He sat down, producing a chipping pair of reading glasses from
his shirt pocket. Then he opened the curious volume, and began to
read.
"Once upon a time ... " the strange tale began, as all good
stories do.

***
I

I-Introductory

COlllments and Attempts at Explanations

Once upon a time, there was a young high school student, who
read an impressive short story by Harlan Ellison, one of his favorite
authors. Consisting of twenty-six miniature stories, it was entitled
"From A to Z in the Chocolate Alphabet." Read it, if you can. It is
very good.
The student would like to apologize to Harlan Ellison, and
anyone else he's confused or upset already. But he refuses to promise
the reader an easy, structured piece of fiction by any means. Because
this is something new, and like a Monty Python movie, completely
different.
But I digress.

2-Everything Begins on Penguin Island
Newt awoke on Penguin Island, one bewildering morning. He
first noticed that his shirt smelled quite badly. Before he. even had a
chance to think, one solitary penguin ambled toward him.
"I love you," it said, surprisingly.
"What!" Newt screamed, afraid.
"I love you," repeated the penguin.
"Where am I?" screamed Newt.
"You don't have to yell, because we won't hurt you," soothed
the peculiar bird.
A second penguin appeared, and also spoke. "We like Neil
Diamond music here."
It motioned with its beak towards a
combination radio and tape player system, resting on the sand.
"What!" screeched Newt, again.
"But we can't turn the damn thing on!" the penguin exclaimed,
bitterly.
More flightless birds surrounded Newt, in clumsy penguin
fashion. They all babbled in a storm of unique, odd voices. "Can
you help us?" one penguin asked.
"No!" screamed Newt, as he crawled backwards across the
sand. "I want to go home!" he sobbed.
"I'm sorry," said a penguin sympathetically.
"You can take
our boat," it said, pointing to a rowboat beside the combination radio
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and tape player system. "We can't row the damn thing anyways."
"But we will miss our Neil Diamond music," added a young
penguin who could barely see over the crowd of taller penguins.
Newt rose excitedly, and dashed for the wooden craft. He
pushed it out to sea, and began rowing as quickly as he could.
"Goodbye!" Newt screamed, when he was a safe distance from the
beach of talking penguins.
"I love you," yelled the first penguin, quite pleased that a real
human had come to Penguin Island, for they did not come often.

3-Lonely, Exploding Trees

"If the world doesn't become a much nicer place by next
Thursday, the trees will explode," warned the prophet that had taken
to standing on Main Street.
And everyone laughed, knowing full well that trees would
never explode. They simply continued with their usual lives, and
were angry, mean, sarcastic, and violent for another five days.
Unfortunately, they did so unaware that trees had absorbed the Earth's
sadness for quite some time. And by that Thursday, all the hurt from
millions of eons of lonely people had bloated the trees to an alarming
size.
"Stupid prophet," someone muttered, and then, the trees did
indeed explode, scattering lonely everywhere.

4-The Communist }legime's Middle American Agenda

The Communists snuck into Charlene's bedroom late one night,
and silently stole her television. They also managed to remove her
extensive Danielle Steele collection, and her entire Avon product line.
By the time the American government realized this terrible deed had
occurred, Charlene had quit her job as a Tupperware distributor,
planted a garden, and begun singing folk songs.
The government had lost one of its most important members,
and the evil Communists had scored another small victory. But even
that did not worry the President and all of his men, for there were
more capitalists thriving throughout the United States. More than the
Communists could ever possibly pollute. It was a pity.
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S-Bob's Dead Smoke
Bob thought about fires for the better part of his life. Most of
this concern was directed at smoke, or more specifically, what
happened to smoke on its way to the sky. This obsession led Bob to
embark on a Scientific Study that lasted for seven years.
When it was finally completed, Bob found he had learned no
answers. It seemed the smoke would rise for a few feet, and simply
disappear. Bob was forced to give up, but he did decide to name the
phenomenon.
Dead smoke, he called it, because life easily murders such
fragile things.

6-A Religious Revelation on a Tuesday

One sunny Tuesday afternoon, in June, the man who wrote the
Bible visited Steve for lunch. Steve was surprised, as any Christian
man should have been.
During a long dinner of pickled herring and bread, the man
explained generations of belief in a Book he had written. Through an
elaborate plot of time travel, tattered-looking scrolls and countless
armies of preachers, he had marketed Christianity. Again, Steve was
startled, for he was a Methodist himself.
"That's amazing," he stammered, and asked the question
anyone in his position would have. "Why did you do it?" Steve said,
scratching his head.
The man paused, and ate a piece of sweetened fish.
"Because," he said, "there was nothing better to do."

7-An Inspiring Christmas Tale

Donald was excited to visit Santa Claus that year. The jolly
old man had made a special appearance at the Mall, and Donald
waited in line for nearly an hour. He was alone, and had little to
think about, which made the wait seem much longer. But soon, he
reached a smiling, helper-elf, just five feet from Santa Claus.
"One dollar, please," smiled the elf-person, just doing his job.
Donald frowned, for he had no dollar. "I don't have any
money!" he said.
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"I'm sorry, sir, then you can't see Santa," the elf responded,
smiling again.
"But I. .. " Donald paused, frustrated.
"Excuse me, mister, but other people are waiting," a fat
woman yelled in the back.
"And you look like you're thirty or
something," she concluded.
"I'm twenty-seven," Donald pleaded. "Please, I don't have
any money."
Santa's assistant roughly pushed Donald out of line. "I'll call
security, sir, if you do not leave." He was not smiling anymore.
Donald sniffled, for the world was not what it once was. He
was shaking as he pushed over the giant, flawless Christmas tree,
which crushed the expensive Santa Claus and all his presents. "I don't
need your stupid Christmas!" he cried, and ran away, knowing deep
in his heart that he really did.
A crowd of men and women in tights and jinglebell hats chased
after the freakish individual who had broken up their beautiful
Christmas enterprise. And from the back of the line, a cute little girl
cheered, even though she had never met Donald.

8-The Mars People, Television, and Roy

Roy, just coming home from the late shift at General Motors,
found a Martian on his couch, engrossed in a Baywatch rerun. Since
it was the middle of the night, and his entire house was bathed in a
supernatural light, Roy had grabbed his special, pump-action shotgun
from the closet. "What d'ya want, spaceman?" he growled.
The Martian turned, and spoke in its strange, alien tongue.
"BXXTVMZZ," it said.
Roy was sure the creature had meant to kill him, so he fired,
in a single, smooth action that might have impressed Rambo himself.
Not only did the spaceman explode into a thousand foreign pieces, but
Roy also managed to put a rather large hole in his family couch.
"Oops," he giggled nervously, pondering then what his alien
guest might have said. And if Roy had been fluent in Martian-speak,
he would have heard the simpler, but no less important sentence.
"I pity you," the spaceman from millions of miles away had
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tried to communicate
worker.

to a tactless,

but straight-shooting

factory

9-The Untimely Death of a Fine Young Consume.'
Jerry stumbled into a particularly bad patch of quicksand on his
way to the Mall. He'd never seen quicksand in suburbia before, and
was shocked, "Oh no!" he said, No one heard his cry, however, for
it was the middle of the afternoon, on a perfectly good workday.
Jerry looked around desperately for a vine to grab, like the
jungle movies, but he was not so fortunate. Vines were not plentiful
that part of the city,
He tried not to panic, but within a minute, was up to his
shoulders in the muddy mess. When he was eye level with the
sidewalk, Jerry spit out a mouthful of quicksand, and called out
bitterly. "What did I ever do to deserve this?" he said, and was gone.
His No Fear baseball cap floated on the surface, long after
Jerry's death, refusing to sink. It could have been symbolic.

lO-Jed's Bad Day
"You know," declared Jed as they finally set the cow down in
frustration, "I don't think this cow will fit through this dang window."
This news was quite disappointing to Jed's four other farming
friends who had come to his aid. It seemed Jed would never get his
prized animal inside his house.
"Try the door," said the obnoxious, flea-bitten barn cat.
"Aw shucks, " Jed muttered, surprised. The rest of the farmers
only laughed uncomfortably, and scratched their heads.
Sometimes the simplest solutions can come from the strangest
places.
II-The

Ma.'s I)eople Return
The remaining spacemen landed the flying saucer in the middle
of a Russian field. Three Communists had watched the landing with
great interest, and after some discussion, crept up to the spectacular
machine. They greeted the Martians with a few colorfully wrapped
gifts, and whispered that they were all comrades.
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"MMA WWWUY," the spacemen responded, and disappeared
back inside the gigantic space ship.
When it was gone, the
Communists congratulated themselves. They had truly won a victory
for their Motherland, as the packages suspiciously resembled a
complete set of Danielle Steele novels. But none of the Communists
were telling.

12-Likening Apocalypse Unto an Aluminum Ladder

John was a moderate Republican, living in a comfortable
Midwestern town. He enjoyed Rush Limbaugh, apple-pie, and easy
listening music. He was pretty average looking, and had about seven
friends in life. So it was really quite surprising that the universe
revolved around John. In fact, absolutely no one realized this fact
until it was far too late.
It was late July, when John unwittingly ended the world. He
was cleaning his roof, when the ladder collapsed, sending him to
relatively painless demise. The very second the aluminum thing came
crashing down, the universe came to a grinding halt. The Apocalypse
was not some spectacular, religious event, but instead, a noisy
accident.
"Ouch," said John, the simple epitaph for mankind, and
indeed, the rest of the universe.

13-The Family Stick

He sat alone ynder the tree, every day. Joey was his name, he
thought. He had a stick, under there, and held it tightly with both
hands, as he'd done his whole life.
It was a sacred stick, they had told him, forbidding him to ever
drop or harm the beautiful thing. Joey stayed there for eighteen years,
obeying what he could not understand, and watching the world wander
around the tree without him. And every year, that stick began to seem
less pretty, and more worn and dirty.
One night, after a lifetime of dreams that danced for too long,
Joey broke the family stick. It was so simple, and so easy, he realized
after he had done it. He dropped the two twigs that remained, and
cried large, tragic tears. The world had become suddenly and utterly
7

useless. Nothing would ever be the same again, because the broken
piece of a tree would not ever need his small hands again.

14-8hort, Thematic Interlude of Loud Politics

Once, When the principal was not looking, Willy opened the
control box and grabbed the microphone to his school's Public
Address System. Even though it was 11:32 in the morning, and the
daily bulletin had already been read, he felt there was something he
should say.
"There's only one announcement today," he intoned, in a very
business-like voice, which slowly grew into a speech of impressive
volume. "Channel One is a fraud! The malls have bought our souls,
and God is just a brand name! Television a lie!" Willy screamed
joyfully, just before they dragged him out of the booth. His midday
message was ended abruptly, but he'd said enough.
The counselors and principals shook their heads sadly at young
Willy, and called the police to take him for a very long detention. lt
was obvious to everyone they had found a Communist, disguised as a
high school student. They led Willy to a silent, flashing police car,
as all the five hundred other high school students watched from behind
tinted windows.
"We are all lost! " Willy hollered, hoping someone could hear.
The policeman only snickered, and closed the door. They would fix
the strange, immature boy soon enough. America would fix the whole
world, eventually.

IS-Everything Returns to Penguin Island

Newt rowed his boat slowly back to the beach of Penguin
Island. lt slid gently into the soft sand, with a peaceful swishing
sound. Quite some time had passed since his dramatic exit, but he had
found the island easily.
''It is very good to be home," Newt said, and lay down on the
warm beach. He soon fell fast asleep.
The penguins all came out to see their restored friend with
great happiness.
"I knew he'd come back," whispered the first
penguin.
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"They all do," hollered the short penguin in the back.
"Shhhh," ordered an older penguin, but it was too late.
"It's all right," Newt said, sleepily, for he was not an angry
person anymore.
"Why did you come back?" asked one penguin.
Newt paused. He had a full beard now, and thick circles
around his eyes. And his shirt still smelled quite badly.
"Well," he said. "I've seen most of the world lately, in a
wooden rowboat, and I've decided it's safer on Penguin Island."
Newt yawned, and smiled sincerely. "I love you," he finished,
and began to snore.
The first penguin shook his head. "Life is funny, isn't it?" He
spoke to no one, and everyone.
"It sure is," another penguin agreed.
Newt slept, and around his crumpled, insignificant self, the
penguins wobbled through the steps of a welcoming dance that was
older than the sun. There would be time for festivities and Neil
Diamond music later.

16-Happy Ending

God steered his motorized aluminum boat clear of Penguin
Island, and smiled. The world could manage itself without Him for
a while. Besides, there was plenty of good fishing left in the big, blue
expanse of His personal ocean. And God never had been too fond of
Neil Diamond music. He opened his tackle box for a few plastic
worms, while His ·boat puttered by its motorized self, into the
proverbial sunset.

17-Conclusions Reached by the Communist Author

This story is humbiy dedicated to Ionia County, the young high
school student's personal, cement forest. Also, he'd like to remember
the Channel One family, in its tireless efforts to present an
entertaining reality to ignorant adolescents such as himself. And most
of all, he is not sorry if he offended the omnipotent and corporate
Television Generation.
These are the scattered pieces of a larger dream, a single life.
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Confused as it may be, this tale is merely an attempt to repair what
was left of the author's own imagination. Without those dreams, our
freedom becomes quite useless. We cannot live complacent lives any
longer, and be satisfied with a world that cannot remember its own
childhood.
Because our pitiful, unimportant race will not be here
forever. And that is all.

***
"The End," finished Elijah, as he softly closed the book, and
returned his reading glasses to their pocket. He began to exit the
homemade stage, as someone in a John Deere tee-shirt stood up.
"Pardon me, sir," the farmer yelled, his brow wrinkled from
concentration.
"That made no sense!" he stated, shaking his fist.
"And," the Most Reverend Elijah Moon concluded, "neither
does life, my friend."
Someone threw a tomato, which missed the speaker by a good
three feet. Reverend Moon winked, and promptly disappeared through
the doorway he'd entered. In his line of work, one learned to not
expect much, and leave quickly. The meaning of life was a tricky
thing to sell, and never seemed to help much.
Sadly, there would not be another guest speaker for a very long
time in Jehovah, Michigan.

***
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Blood is A Positive

Mandy Howard
One time in Texas we chased a rabbit, and we were close, too.
When my mother was pregnant with me, my sister would sleep
at night with the Pampers in anticipation of my homecoming.
The two of us shared the narrow window pane, my head
wedged between my sister's stomach, and nearing mother's hip. Our
eyes were straining against the glare to see the beautiful, magical
snowfall that had us watching in silence. The rare snow that had
made it to Austin that night was an opportunity to start our bond for
life as sisters.
My sister, as we were growing up, was always close with my
Uncle Tony. Unfortunately, they loved to torment me. I used to play
with this Barb that they frequently stole, and when I would find them
they would be on the porch throwing her on the pavement.
She
always ended up with no clothes on. They thought it was funny to try
and scratch her boobs off.
In Texas, Lainie and I would have indoor picnics. We would
sit next to the sliding glass door. We'd layout a sheet and eat bread
pizza, peaceful and content with each other's company.
We had a grand tree house out back. A double decker, with
nice wood, four walls, and a ceiling. I could only imagine just how
grand it was and how it would feel to look out those windows. I
remember my sister and her friends never let me in.
I received a hamster for my sixth birthday, and I loved him.
I named him Brownie. My mom and sister thought he smelled. But
the smell didn't bother me any. I enjoyed putting him in my slippers,
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and his little turds never bothered me especially since my sister was
the one who always cleaned the cage, never once complaining.
Lainie used to baby-sit me, and our days of playing together
had disappeared. We really never talked on the same level because of
our age difference.
And I can remember plenty of times when we
would fight, and I've always believed sisters fight more viciously than
brothers do. I remember not being able to wait until Mom got home
and found out just how hard she had slapped me. Of course, it would
be hard to get sympathy if Mom found out how hard I had twisted her
boob.
We never talked about Dad's death until later years. Our hurt
bound us together, although her weight of pain drew me to her side.
I became the family clown, keeping smiles on everyone's face.
One day she had cramps really bad, and I made her breakfast,
complete with orange juice and Advil.
So here we are, my sister and I; she is getting married soon,
ya know. Guess who the maid of honor is? Just don't tell her I knew
the contents of her diary.
One time in Texas we chased a rabbit, and we were close, too.
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Beauty and Its Beast
by Rachelle Kersten
Rain pours from an immeasurable bowl, coating the windows
and air with crystallized numbness. I am inside, pacing a room built
out of fear, a room dripping with scared people, wishing the rain
could reach me here and pacify my anxiety. Stark white walls scream
at me the history they contain, the horror and glory they have seen
and heard. A haunting silence has kept me hushed as I await the
dreadful or jubilant News. All I need is to be in that rain.
But I must wait, as if hearing the verdict from some oblivious,
impersonal doctor will help me, will heal her. After searching for
someone, anyone, to put a heroic end to this insanity, mounting like
an inevitable tidal wave, while we watch, immobile, from the edge of
the shore. After it is too late, and she has already taken matters into
her own aching hands, and I have only begun to understand.
I could see her dangling her spindly legs over the edge of the
apartment building fire escape. The last day of seventh grade had just
finished, and I had made my way to Janna's for our ritual afternoon
get-together. She was fine then, as far as I was concerned. At times
I wonder if she isn't fine yet, and I am the one answering to everyone
for what they do not know and cannot accept. But she seemed fine to
me, and that was all I needed to keep me happy. Funny how she
knew that, and lived with it. She sat upon her fire escape, longing for
a fire, just to make her day all the more dramatic. Janna was always
being dramatic, so I assigned myself the role of a spellbound audience,
or else I became her critic, and closed down the play, even if she was
starring. I did that when I begrudged her the spotlight--truth being
13

that Janna never needed the spotlight to perform well, just as she
never needed me. Eventually her whole life turned into a single act,
but by then, 1 couldn't stop her, and 1 couldn't watch. She knew that,
too, and lived with it.
Another hour.
A tireless session of threadbare people
pretending, glassy-eyed, parched-mouthed, to have hope. For the first
time in my life I am incurably claustrophobic, and I bathe my eyes in
the rain, just inches from my window-pressed face, and 1 remember.
"Peter, do you think I'm peautiful?" she once asked--not to
hear me say yes, of course you are~ but because she wanted an honest
answer. I figured she had been insulted by some relentless bully as
she often was for her atrociously red hair, which hung like wispy coils
upon her. But 1 was hunched over an algebraic formula, intent on
discovering the world-impacting answer to the equation, and I yelled.
Why couldn't she be normal, like I was, and stop hoarding my
attention? Why couldn't she leave me alone? I didn't care--couldn't
she hear me--I didn't care! I yelled as if she were subhuman, unable
to translate a simple reply, barely glancing up from my paper.
Janna's eyes flashed--though not in anger--but in impassioned
response.
She was not capable of throwing tantrums as 1 did, of
shredding our friendship with the biting sarcasm 1 loved to employ.
Her whole body simply caught the fire of her feeling, her hands
trembling slightly as she quietly spoke. "You can hardly stand to look
at me now because I remind you of how you feel inside, Peter."
Somehow I stared hollowly back, unable to focus upon her taut
face. I couldn't argue, couldn't apologize--not for the truth. The
words were forced down into my throat, like a brick had been lodged
there, so that I could scarcely breathe. Janna gave me little comfort
when she rose to leave without waiting for me to futilely explain. I
didn't follow. I didn't deserve to.
A doctor approaches and startles me from my disheartened
daze.
"How is she?" I manage to swallow the lump in my throat.
My voice hangs like a cobweb mid-air, limpid and stale.
"Fine, just fine," he facetiously smiles. I instantly hate him,
cowering behind inch-thick glasses that magnify his nervously blinking
14

eyes, and his high-pitched, scratchy voice, ringing with rehearsed
insincerity. I follow his directions to her room.
Standing alone within the corridor, before the darkened
doorway containing her, I refute my last chance to escape into the
rain. I can see her lying, sunken like a cavity in the middle of the
sterile sheets, unaware of my presence and the thoughts plaguing my
mind. Here I meet the monster who has ravaged Janna's body with
anorexia. It was as if one day she suddenly lost thirty-five pounds,
thirty-five pounds mysteriously missing, perhaps since that morning.
Who knew? How could we not know? And how can they put a name
on it, some Greek derivative, as if she can be classified, tagged and
shoved back into some forgotten recess? This is not a disease, but an
entity, pulsating within her fragile porcelain figure, seeping into her
mind and eyes, poisoning the way she sees herself. Why did she do
this--but what a question! Why didn't I see it sooner? I pose this
over and over again, denying the answer I know so very well.
She had told, cried, explained to me why many times before,
but I never listened to what I didn't want to hear. I needed her to be
fine for my sake, so that my world would remain free from pain, so
that she would carry on the only way she could, alone.
We often sat in a dimly lit corner of a local cafe, relishing the
warm, spiced atmosphere, our hands enveloping oversized mugs of
frothed milk, our conversation edging around one another.
"What do you want to be, Peter?" Janna once asked.
"I don't kno)V. Maybe a doctor or something. I'm not really
sure. You?"
"I want to be beautiful."
"Why, what's wrong with you now? You're fine, just a little
skinny. Probably crazy, too."
"Probably," Janna clenched her eyes as if she had taken a
punch to the stomach, but her voice never wavered.
"Don't you
understand? If I were beautiful, like everyone wants me to be, then
I could do anything I wanted in the whole world, because no one can
say no to a beautiful person. "
"Well, who wants you to be so beautiful?" I nagged in
nonchalance.
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"1 don't know, Peter, that's part of the problem."
A narrow fluorescent light perched above the metal framed bed
emits a dull green glow. Janna pulls herself up to greet me with a
wan smile.
"1 hope I didn't wake you. I don't want to interrupt your sleep
if--"
"Oh, Peter, you're always apologizing. I wasn't really near
sleeping. These nurses have been poking and prodding me nonstop
ever since I came. I feel like such a child."
"Hey, don't worry."
"Hey, I don't." An unfamiliar twinge of cynicism reaches her
VOice. Suddenly I am facing a stranger.
"How are you feeling?"
"Peter, please. Do you know how much I've been asked that
in a single hour? You don't want to know, trust me," Janna halfsmiles again.
"Well, you certainly sound like yourself. Mean and crabby,"
I chide, groping for some pathetic kind of comic relief. God, I am
claustrophobic! I can hardly move.
"Maybe I should try to get some rest. Maybe you should go,"
she says to the ceiling.
"I was just kidding, Janna. I want to help you. That's why
I'm here--for you. It's okay."
"No, Peter. Can't you see? It's not okay. You can't keep
pretending as if nothing has changed when it will never be the same.
Please leave. I'm sorry, but you're not the one who's sick."
1 look at Janna. Small beads of sweat line her forehead, and
her rough, red hair now hangs in limp ringlets around her ghostly
white face. She focuses too intently upon the bare ceiling, her
sickness waiting for me to acknowledge defeat. I know she means
what she said to me so I turn to go.
"Janna, I'm going to come back and see you in just a little
while, all right?" Somehow she no longer seems able to manage her
half-smile for me.
"Goodbye, Peter."
"Okay, Janna?"
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"Goodbye."
I pause once more before leaving the doorway. Through a
window across her room I see the rain beckoning to me. Janna lay
down within the metal bars of the bed, within the grueling reach of the
thief of her youth, within the unbreakable grasp of something larger
than her and I. Upon my cheek I feel the moisture of my fears
condensing into reality.
"Goodbye, Janna."
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The Five-Minute Theory
Cory Fryling
Everyone always assumes that falling long distances happens
instantaneously.
In reality, falling from the sky takes a significant
amount of time. Take me, for instance. Panic subsided quite a while
ago. I'm already halfway through my epitaph. I can't, however, for
the life of me decide who will speak at my funeral. Never mind that.
I still have several hundred feet in which to figure out details like that.
I would enjoy this so much more if the contact in my right eye
hadn't flown out two hundred feet ago. Now if I want to look down
at the clouds I have to close my right eye. What are those, anyway?
Cumulus? Stratus? Wait a minute. I remember from college that
there were three types of clouds. What was the third? I sure wish I
had studied harder in school.
Damn it, I got to stop letting my mind wander. I only have a
couple thousand more feet to think about my life.
Certainly
meteorology never played a large part. So I have to stop thinking
about that. Besides, I can only see the clouds with one eye anyway.
And to think, 1just bought replacement contacts last week. Now I'm
going to die, and they'll be wasted. They cost me a hundred and
twenty-five dollars! Maybe someone else can use them.
Stop thinking about my stupid contacts! All right -- let's see.
What should I think about in my last few minutes? People always talk
about their lives flashing before their eyes in near-death experiences,
but I'm not sure which part of my life to think about.
Well,
chronological order is good. That's right. I'll start out with my
youili.
.
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What's the first thing I remember? I remember the trip to
Montana.
I remember my sister kicking me in the groin at Old
Faithful. Except it's not faithful anymore. Old Faithful, I mean.
Heaven forbid, I'm certainly not impotent. I remember reading in the
news where an earthquake made it stop. Again, I mean Old Faithful.
I think it was an earthquake. I wonder what would happen if I hit the
ground while an earthquake was happening. Maybe I'd bounce.
That gives me an idea: I'll wait until the last second before I
hit the ground and then I'll jump up into the air. Except my legs will
get crushed probably. Oh, well. I wonder if there's a heaven. Or
even a hell. Maybe I'll fall through the crust of the earth into hell,
like in that one Bugs Bunny cartoon. And then I'll get three chances
to kill Bugs Bunny, and if I do, I get to stay alive. Then again,
probably not. That's a cartoon.
Cirrus! That's it! I knew there was a third type. Okay, back
to my past.
I'm running out of time, so let's skip to middle school. Okay,
what do I remember about middle school? Gosh, I don't remember
going to middle school.
Well, let's try high school. I have to
remember something about that.
On the other hand, let's try the cord one more time. You
never know -- maybe it was a temporary defect. Hmm ... it still
doesn't seem to work. Oh, well. Shit happens.
Okay, high school.
I remember that one teacher who
suspended me for g~ving her a dead raccoon for Christmas. No, wait
a minute, it was a squirrel. Anyway, the class thought it was funny.
I thought it was, too, at first. Nope, it was a raccoon now that I think
of James calling it a 'coon.
What a stupid name for an animal.
'Coon. He was a hick.
Wasn't he the one who got Michelle pregnant? Gosh, I haven't
seen them for ages. Maybe they'll come to my funeral. No, they
both died. I guess they probably won't be there.
Actually, it's pretty funny now that I think of it -- my funeral,
that is. Only an insane person like me would plan his own funeral
while falling thousands of feet to the ground. But I've leameq to
accept my insanity. It's a part of me I value very much. It'll be
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something I'll be remembered for. I think it's a virtue.
I'm getting sick of thinking about my life. And considering
I'm not totally sure about all that goes on in the after-life, I can't
really plan what happens to me after death.
Okay, I'll think about my theories on life. Like the fiveminute theory. It states that all of life started exactly five minutes
ago. Everything before that is just a memory that was implanted in
your brain. Or my brain. I am explaining this to myself, so I would
say my brain, not your brain. Anyway, that was my favorite theory.
Wouldn't that be cool if it were true! I wouldn't have to worry as
much about dying because everything that's happened to me in my
thirty-two years never really happened.
I'll bet that's right!
Everything before five minutes ago was just a memory, something that
never real Iy happened.
What was another one of my theories?
I know -- the
observation-reality theory. It stated that -- I mean states that. .. wait a
minute, would that be past or present tense? Well, since I'm thinking
about it now, let's say present tense. Besides, no one cares about
grammar now. Besides, I don't have enough time to think about petty
things like correct grammar.
Okay, it stated that whatever you can't observe doesn't actually
exist. So all of the people in the world below don't really exist. I'm
the only person in the entire world. Isn't it ironic that the only person
in the entire world is thousands of feet in the air, falling to his death?
Oops, that's sexist -- it should be his or her death. Then again, I am
talking about myself, so I would say 'his.' I always hated using 'his
or her' or 'her or his.' Since I'm the only person in the entire world,
I'm officially changing the grammar rule about 'their.' From now on,
the word 'their' can be either plural or singular. That makes it easy,
and I don't have to say 'him or her.' Besides I'm being sexist by
saying one before the other.
Now that I think of it, there were other grammar rules I
wanted to change if I ever became famous. Let's see -- I wanted to
officially change the spelling of 'okay' to 'OK.'
But that's not
grammar, that's spelling.
For heaven's sake, this is taking a long time. I still have one
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more layer of clouds to go.
You know, this reminds me of a movie. It was some movie
with that one guy who died from drug overdose.
Come to think of it, how would I die if I had a choice? Not
that I do -- I'm going to die from falling to the ground -- that's a
given. And I'm not complaining about it -- I could die a more painful
way. Like being starved to death, or electrocution.
But I think I
would rather be shot. In the head. Actually, this is a pretty fun way
to die. Now that I think of it, I think I'm dying the way I would want
to die. This is perfect! I always knew that something in my life
would go right.
Well, there goes the last layer of clouds. Just a few more
seconds. Let's see ... I will be landing in the middle of a woods. You
know, if I would have jumped out of the plane a little sooner, I
could've landed in that lake over there. Oh, well, too late now.
Besides, the impact of hitting water would kill me anyway. And
sharks might eat me. Wait -- sharks live in the ocean. Okay, maybe
I would rather have fallen into a lake.
I'm getting closer. What should I do? Cringe? Push my
eyelids together? If I wasn't assured of certain death, I'd probably
roll into a ball and hide my head. But little help that would do now.
I'm really close now. I have to stop thinking about useless
things. I have to end with a clear head and a pure heart. How poetic.
I was wrong. I'm going to fall into that field. Good. I really
didn't want to be torn apart by the limbs on a tree.
Just a few more seconds. The ground's approaching me faster
and faster.
I'm coming closer and closer. The grass is getting
greener and greener. The air is becoming colder and colder. I'm
falling and I'm almost there. Two hundred more feet. Now one
hundred. Fifty. Thirty. Ten. Five.
Wow -- I did bounce. I didn't think I'd
much less pain that I thought I'd be. Of course
for the next couple seconds. But all in all,
positive experience.
You know, that's another misconception
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bounce. And I'm in
I'll only be conscious
this was certainly a
people have. People

always assume that when you die, you lose consciousness
immediately. In reality, it lingers on and fades out, like a mundane
Barry Manilow record, fading out into oblivion.
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My Son
by Kathryn Eileen Doran
Hate? Loathing? Nothing compared to what I felt for that
man. No words can describe the awesome burning deep in my soul.
I am not mad. I only fall subject to my strong emotions. Hate?
Perhaps. Perhaps hate was a relatively small part of it. Perhaps.
Originally I felt interest, curiosity, maybe a little bit of
attraction .. He was a handsome young man when I was betrothed to
him; I was even younger. Our arranged marriage was not all that
uncommon. An eligible young man in the family and a young girl
about the age of fourteen. To our parents it seemed a perfect match.
We hardly spoke, but I didn't hate, not then, no.
Years later, by wish of our parents, we had a son. He was a
healthy boy and Iraised him alone while my husband worked, ate, and
slept. But, in those short years he had been transformed from a
handsome man into·a large, unattractive brute who belIowed back at
our son and struck without thought or remorse. But I did not hate
him. I was obedient and tried not to anger him, but I did not hate
him, no.
A few years later, when my son was three, that man came
home after being gone for over a week. He was fulI of ale and very
irate. My son hid behind me as the brute roared for his supper.
When he saw his son hide, however, he became outraged and
commanded him to come to him. The young lad was too frightened
and did not respond. That man then took my son by the hair and
dragged him across the room. As my terrified son screamed with pain
and fear, that monster of a man became angrier and began to slap the
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boy on the side of his face. I rushed forward in order to shield my
son from his angry blows but he merely pushed me aside like a ragdoll
and dragged my precious child to the balcony by his golden hair. As
I beat on his broad back, pleading for him to take his anger out on me
instead, my husband shook the child as he held him by the shoulders
over the railing. In desperation, I lunged forward to take my son
from his evil grasp but as I reached the balcony I realized that my
husband's hands were empty. My son screamed a horrible scream that
could have woken the dead from their peaceful slumber. 1 stretched
out my arms to him as he looked into my tearful eyes, pleading for me
to rescue him from this horrible nightmare. Then his scream was
silenced forever. Forever.
I fell to my knees and prayed that the scene I had witnessed
would vanish from my eyes. Suddenly I realized that 1 could not live
without my sweet child, the innocent child that had called me mother
a few minutes before. I lunged for the railing once more in order for
my life to end the same as my child's had ended but when that
loathsome creature saw what I was about to do, he put out his
powerful arm to stop me and pulled me back inside the house. As I
kicked and screamed my profanities and mournful cries of hate
towards him he locked me in my room. That is the moment when I
first started to hate that creature, that thing, the man I had once called
my husband. 1 didn't hate him for killing my son but I hated him for
stopping me from being reunited with my son. Oh, how I hated that
man, how 1 hated him.
For three months, that thing kept me locked in my room, afraid
of my doing harm to myself more than to him. He never went out
anymore but instead kept constant vigil outside my door. Every
morning before breakfast he would start to apologize for his years of
mistreatment but I would cut him short and scream my obscenities at
him for hours.
When I would finally stop, being too hoarse to
continue, he would shove my meal under the door and would not
speak, yet I knew he was still there. I could hear his black heart
beating behind the door. I could hear it grow louder and louder until
once again I was screaming for him to leave me alone and take his
loathsome beating from my ears. Finally, he would leave and my
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mind would be at peace, then I would sleep until evening when I
would be awakened once again with that horrible sound, but he would
merely slide my supper through the door and walk away as my
screams resonated throughout our home. I could feel every vein in his
body pulsating, they throbbed to the same rhythm that my head
throbbed with. I scarcely ate, only when the pain in my stomach grew
larger than the one in my head. I ate enough to satisfy my hunger
pains and slid the rest through the door once more.
These events repeated themselves every day. Occasionally I
could not scream because of illness in my throat, but I made certain
that he knew that nothing had changed by flinging my furniture across
the room, and smashing mirrors, and such. As before mentioned, this
lasted for three months, until the end of those three months, when I
stopped. I did not scream or throw any furniture. Something had
changed in me. I took my emotions and hid them where no one could
find them. I locked them away in a small room within the realms of
my mind. My husband, yes, I could once again refer to him as that,
my husband noticed that something was different and feared that I had
taken my own life. He then slowly opened the door. He had a
deathly countenance with his pale face and beads of perspiration
streaming from his brow. When I saw this, somewhere deep in my
mind, I smiled upon his foolishness. In reality, of course, I gave a
look of concern and quietly asked if he was ill. He shook his head
stupidly as if he were a dog and again I laughed inside at his simple
gestures. He came to me and buried his head into my neck, sobbing
his apologies. I accepted them with care, but somewhere deep inside,
my hands ached to strangle him, to watch him slowly die as he looked
into my eyes and pleaded, as my son had done that fateful night. I
ached for that but kept the feeling locked away in my room. I would
not hate him, for now.
To him, everything was the way it had been when we were
first married. But every time he looked at me, the hatred welled up
inside of me and I was forced to once again add it to the dark room
inside my mind. The room slowly grew and grew until it gave me
headaches.
I lay in bed crying from the urges of destruction that
pulsed in my lobes so fiercely. I soon found myself wandering the
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hallways of our home until I found a small room in the cellar. The
room was dark and very cold, yet I fell comfortable here. More
comfortable than I felt in any other room. I pulled a chair up to a
small table in the center of the room and rested my head upon the cold
wood. Inslanlly, my pain was relieved. I found myself spending
more and more time in this room while my husband was away. But,
soon just going to the room was not enough. One day I decided to
pass the time by writing. I had never been properly educated but I
had a basic underSlanding of the English language. I sat at the table
and set a scroll in front of me with a fresh ink well and quill. I began
to write without knowing what it was that I was writing. The words
flowed from my fingertips onto the scroll as my mind wandered.
When my hands finally stopped, I looked down at what I had wrillen.
I was horribly surprised when I saw that the words were very
advanced and difficult to read. Yet, I had just written it down! On
the scroll was a story that explained great atrocities of a morbid
nature. It was about a wife who murdered her husband. The details
were explicit and shocking. It frightened me and excited me at the
same time. The savage nature of the death had been so brutal that I
wanted to draw my eyes away at the repulsive scene, but I could not.
The more I read, the more my pain was relieved. By the time I had
read the entire story, my headaches were gone and I felt instant relief.
I was in such good spirits that I ran up the stairs and cooked my
husband a dinner that was so grand that there was much to spare for
the dogs afterwards. My husband, happy to see that I was once again
in good spirits, suggested that perhaps I would spend the evening in
his room with him. I waited for the feelings of disgust to come but
they did not, and for once I could not remember the look in my son's
eyes as he fell to his cold death. I agreed and my husband smiled and
swept me into his arms. I actually felt happy to be in his arms again
and my room seemed to be locked away forever. I did not hate him,
not then, but I would once more.
The next morning, my pain was slowly progressing and my
memories flooded back to haunt me once again. I quickly ran down
the main stairs and the cellar stairs. By the time I reached the room,
I was fumbling for the handle as my hatred returned and my disgust
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for that man once again cluttered my thoughts. When I opened the
door, I was ready to tear out my insides, but as soon as I reached the
writing table my pain began to lessen more and more, but it was still
not enough. I snatched another scroll from the floor and dipped the
quill in the ink and waited for my hands to start. I stayed there for
the entire afternoon.
My husband had gone to work in the
marketplace assuming that I had gone back to my own room. When
I was finally finished, I stared in amazement.
Once again, I felt
happier and my distress had been lifted. I ran up the stairs to cook
supper. By the time my husband came home, however, my headache
was returning. When he bent over to kiss me, I snapped my head
back and shouted for him to leave me alone. He realized that it was
not a good time to press the issue and he wandered up to his room.
I took the moment to rush back to the cellar room and quickly jotted
down another horror story. For about a month, I kept on doing this,
when my headaches returned, I would write for them to go away. The
more gruesome the stories, the more the pain would subside and for
longer periods of time. But soon, the stories did not come so easily
from my fingertips and I was forced to write them more often. My
husband was getting very suspicious because I was gone for very long
at times. One night he decided to see what it was that I had been
doing all that time so he followed me to the cellar room. My pain
was strong and I did not notice his presence. He only followed me far
enough to see where I went and then, later, after I had gone to sleep,
he went to my cellar room. I can only imagine him walking into the
cold, damp, room, ~ondering why on earth his beloved wife would
ever come to such a place. I can see him picking up the scattered
papers that lay about the small table and spilled onto the floor. I see
him shuddering from the cold as he lights a torch on the wall. Then
his eyes widen as he reads the scrolls full of brutal murders and
bloody deaths. He is repulsed at the gore and throws scroll after
scroll onto the floor. At this time, I could not sleep for the pain was
returning. I wandered down the stairs, thinking that my husband lay
asleep in the room across the hall from mine. I stumbled through the
dark corridors, almost tipping my candle and spilling hot wax over my
shaking hand. Then a draft appeared from the depths of the old house
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and blew my flame out. I fumbled around to find a sconce on the wall
at the stair's base. I lit my candle once more and continued on my
way. The pain was now so fierce that I dropped my candle to hold
my throbbing head. I knew that if I could only reach the cellar, then
my murderous thoughts would subside and I could be normal once
more. I fumbled at the latch and swung open the door. There stood
my husband, with a horrible look of disgust covering his face. As I
stood there, staring at him, I noticed a faint flicker of light in his eyes,
no, not in them, but reflected in them. I swung my head to the side
of the man and screamed in rage as my precious scrolls turned to
ashes on the floor in front of me. I thrust my hands into the fire to
save them, my only relief for the past months. I let out a blood
curdling scream as the flames licked at my flesh, turning them black
before my eyes. I pulled back as my pain turned full force and I tore
at my hair while I shrieked inhumanly. As that demon of a man came
to my aid, I glared at him with a hatred more powerful than possible
in heaven or earth. He stepped back, not comprehending what was
happening. I slowly stood, I was no longer human. My emotions had
overcome me and I became a demon from the bowels of Hell. I leapt
upon the man who had been the source of all my suffering. He was
strong and tried to push me away but it was no use. I had the strength
of twenty men. I clawed at his face and hair. He screamed with
horror even as his face turned crimson with the blood pouring from
his wounds. The color drove me even more furious. I began to bite
and tear at everything within my grasp. Blood seeped through the
floor and spread across it. The walls were splattered and my face and
hands were covered in the sticky warmth. My husband moved no
more. He could hardly be described as human. His throat lay open
and his eyes bulged from his head. I stood and looked at the horrible
scene and smiled. My pain was gone.
I then went upstairs and took great care in washing myself to
get rid of the stain. I threw my nightgown in the fireplace, then
scrubbed at my bloody footprints that were spread throughout the
house. The stain was deep but I knew that it did not matter. As for
the cellar room, I merely locked it up and threw the key beneath the
door. I then locked the cellar door and buried the key in the garden
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out back. I put on my wedding dress and went to my room where I
took out a fresh scroll and ink well. I spent the evening writing out
this tale. As my hands flow over the paper, my head aches slightly
and I know that it is not over yet. When I am done writing, I will
throw this into the fire and then light a torch from that fire. With
that, I will set afire piles of straw that I have strewn about the house.
As my home slowly burns, I will go to the balcony where my pain
began and throw myself to the ground below. To die as my child had,
how my second child shall, and together, we can reunite while that
man burns in the fires of Hell. I have avenged your death and
justified my pain. My only comforting thought has been the hope and
belief; we will be together again, my son.
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Shakespeare's MacBeth
by Brook Cunningham
NARRATOR: Far in the future, the majority of the human race dies
out, due, in part, to a really big shipment of tainted clams.
The remains of the population band together to form a business
venture that was never meant to be: the mall-slash-department
store.
Duncan Hist, primary share-holder in the "Multigalactic super-store that means one-stop shopping for carbonbased life forms," is sitting in his office just prior to my
cutting the first scene when a blood-soaked man staggers in.
Already present are his partners:
Malcolm Mark
and
Donalbain Oracle (for whom, with Duncan, the store is
named), as well as Lord of Audio Outlets and Related
Branches, Lennox.
DUNCAN: Malcolm, this man appears to be bleeding on my desk.
I'm not sure that pleases me, Malcolm.
MALCOLM: It's Harrison from Accounts!
Good Lord, man,
management really believed you could handle that extra stapler
down there, but it's evident some people just go power crazy!
HARRISON: You misunderstand, Directorship.
There was an
uprising! The Gap formed an alliance with Baskin Robbins
and stormed Accounts. Banquo, noble head of Accounts, did
drive them back with the help of MacBeth, Thane of Lawn and
Garden Supplies who was there picking up his pay cheque.
'Twas no great victory, though. We were only set upon by
three teenaged girls and a 70-year-old man in an apron.
DONALBAIN: Still, doubtless MacBeth and Banquo did unseam the
interlopers from naive to chaps and fixed their over-made-up
and geriatric heads to Accounts' equivalent of battlements.
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HARRISON: I would consider "beat senseless", albeit less descriptive,
more accurate...
Urrk!
DUNCAN: Good heavens!

His wounds have overtaken him.

DONALBAIN: No. I've stabbed him with this letter opener.
MALCOLM: You never could take collective criticism ... But I have
surmised it was the Thane of the Food Court that did
mastermind the rebellion.
He has always been outspoken
against store policy. He believed that the no shirt, no shoes,
no service rule hurt business in the area of gelatinous patrons
from the Crab Nebula.
LENNOX: Verily, the thane was born an original sinner. He was born
from original sin. If he had a dollar bill for all things he done,
he'd have a mountain of money piled up to his chin!
DUNCAN: Uh ... yes. Malcolm! Now there's blood and a corpse on
my desk. I think my Rolodex is soiled ...
MALCOLM: Donalbain, have someone tell MacBeth his sorry butt has
been delivered from Lawn and Garden into the fabulous fields
of fast food and the occasional Elias Bros.
NARRATOR: And so it was done. As the messenger of good tidings
rushes to the ear of MacBeth, we pan across the shimmering
strata of the building where we spy ...
WITCH 1: Why don't you just say: the scene changed?
NARRATOR: Shush.

I just like being picturesque.

WITCH 2: Seems to me what ya like is the sound of your own voice!
We're in the bloody commissary. Start scene three.
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NARRATOR: Scene two. I cut scene one, so this is now scene two.
WITCH 3: 000, you son of a bitch! I knew I didn't remember saying
the "foul is fair" bit, but 1 put it down to old age.
NARRATOR: Well, you've said it now.
cow?

Are you happy, you stupid

WITCH 1: Piss off! We've got things to do, places to go, people to-oh, hell!
NARRATOR: People to run into? Heeheeheehee.
WITCH 1: Shut up!
MACBETH: Who is this creature speaking to?
NARRATOR: Banquo shrugs, mystified by the three twisted forms he
sees before him, one sprawled at the feet of his companion ...
WITCH 1: I thought 1 told you to shut up? And you, who spilled his
lunch allover my person, why don't you watch where you're
going, eh?
MACBETH: Why don't you?
WITCH 1: Well, 1 haven't got the eye, have I? We've only got the
one between us! Come to that. .. Gimme!
WITCH 3: Ouch!
BANQUO: Well, that was disgusting.
WITCH 1: Don't knock it if you ain't tried, luv. 000, 'eek, if it ain't
MacBeth. Hail to ye, ya Thane of Lawn and Garden Supplies!
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WITCH 2: Hail to ye, Thane of the Food Court!
WITCH 3: Hail to ye, who shan be primary share-holder hereafter!
BANQUO: Good sir, why do you start and act afeared of these who do
say such fair things?
MACBETH: I've had to pee for quite some time. It was just a natural
reaction to being startled ...
BANQUO: Yes, wen ... What are ye three, to speak such prophetic
words? Be ye weird sisters, aprowl the staff-only hans of this
monument to architecture?
Or be ye queer phantasms,
realizations of the evil that lurks in the hearts of men?
WITCH 1: Actuany, we're the janitorial staff, or were the mops and
buckets too far a chasm for your tiny mind to leap? Sakes
alive! Numb-nuts hisself is none other than Banquo!
WITCH 2: Fruit of his questionable loins shan be share-holders,
though he be none.
MACBETH: I pray you speak further ...
BANQUO: I don't.
MACBETH: Shut up. You tax my patience, Mr. Stupid-head!
BANQUO: As you do the hags'. Behold, they have gone to fight the
endless battle against the special revenge Montezuma has beset
the lavatory with.
MACBETH: I'm beginning to feel my lunch was fated to grace the
linoleum. If not one way ... (burps) ... then another.
NARRATOR: And soon did approach Ross, crusty old security guard.
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With him was Angus, crustier older starship mechanic, famous
for an accent thicker than pea-soup on amphetamines.
ANGUS: MacBeth, laddie! I dinna' spy ye thar. Ye look a mite pale,
me boyo. But the news I got ye 'II brrrighten yar spirrrits.
I'd tell ya mine own self, but me kilt is rrrridin' up sum mat
fierrce!
Ross:

Mr. Hist wanted us to thank you for him for what you done
down in Accounts. Beat 'em up with your own two hands, just
like the good ole days. Now it's "set phasers on mauled-by-alarge-goat"! Kids today. No appreciation for the finer things
like someone else's blood staining your knuckles, or, failing
that, the smell of hot lead tearing through the flesh of. .. But I
digress. Good job, I gotta go knock heads. Don't you make
a habit of it, though, Mr. Thane of the Food Court. Not your
Union, is it?

MACBETH: Hold, old Ross. The Thane of the Food Court lives.
Why do you dress me in borrowed robes smelling of ketchup?
ANGUS: Och, 'tis nay errrr. Mr. 'igh une mightay thane done fall
outta favourrr with da lairrds oop in management.
NARRATOR: Exeunt Ross and Angus. Did that make me sound
condescending?
Because that really isn't the. .. oops.
(hurriedly) We now join MacBeth's dialogue already in
progress ...
MACBETH: --hope your children will be share-holders, when those
that gave me Thane of the Food Court promised no less to
them?
BANQUO: Oh, yes. I often find that people who would lick my shoes
clean for a quarter have an uncanny ability to foresee the
whims of fate.
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ALL WITCHES: Did I hear something about a quarter?
NARRATOR: And on that pleasant note, our scene changes once
more ... We return now to Duncan's office. He, Malcolm,
MacBeth and Banquo are present.
WITCH 1: Way to keep it short and sweet, pencil neck!
MALCOLM: Surely ... Surely you heard that? Voices!
DUNCAN: No, Malcolm, I didn't. And you're not to call me Shirley
during business hours ... Now. How went the execution?
MALCOLM: Nothing in his life became him like the leaving of it, sire.
His casting into the vacuum of space was followed immediately
by a truly ... bitchin' explosion!
DUNCAN: A supernova?
MALCOLM: His head, sir.
DUNCAN: Something to do with physics, I suppose ... Still! We have
other business. MacBeth, Banquo, ... Good job. (pause)
BANQUO: Is that all, directorship? No enfolding me and holding me
to your heart? (pause) If there I grow, the harvest being
yours?
DUNCAN: Are you at all well?
BANQUO: I'll just be going now ...
DUNCAN: Oh, MacBeth, don't you totter off just yet. I'm dropping
by your flat in Inverness Block. I'm thinking of buying it off
you. More of a trade, actually, as I have a summer home off
Dunsinane Circle that fails to please my sensibilities any
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longer.
MACBETH: Thou art too kind, directorship. Dunsinane Circle is the
main atrium of the entire complex! I have but a humble plot
of infrastructure near myoId haunt of Lawn and Garden.
DUNCAN: Well, I need a place to retire once I tum over the
proverbial reins to dear Malcolm ... And you are going to need
to be near the thick of things with your new responsibilities!
MACBETH: (under his breath) Like regulating mustard distribution at
Hot Sam's!
DUNCAN: I'm sorry, what? Oh, well, if it's not important just send
your wife an appropriate fax, so things will be ready upon my
arrival. I prefer extra-tasty crispy, you know.
NARRATOR: And so we join MacBeth and his Lady shortly after the
former's fateful meeting, with the latter clutching what
amounts to Cliff Notes of the first 3 scenes, and if you say one
word I will smack you.
WITCH 2: So exactly how far is that bug up your--ow!
LADY MACBETH: Lawn and Garden Thane thou wert, Food Court
thou art, and shall be what thou art promised. Yet I do fear
thy nature.
It is too full of the orange juice of human
kindness.
MACBETH: The calcium enriched kind, yes? Because only Citrus
Hill makes orange juice that provides more than just vitamin

C.

NARRATOR: And a special thanks in the form of a blatant plug to
Citrus Hill for their generous contribution.
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LADY MACBETH: Did you hear. .. ? Never mind. I was consi~erins
offing the old goat, myself.
MACBETH: As was I, for you read between the lines of my fax well.
But I have since reconsidered the career move that is
assassination and deemed it unwise.
LADY MACBETH: Oh! And how it pains me to recall the effort I put
into what I believed would be Duncan's last meal. I have
given suck ... (pause) Nursed a baby!
MACBETH: Oh ... yes. Go on.
LADY MACBETH: But, if I had sworn as you, I would, while it was
smiling in my face, have plucked it from my nipple and dashed
its brains out.
MACBETH: I didn't actually swear ...
LADY MACBETH: And then I'd scoop the brains up in my bare
hands ...
MACBETH: Alright, I see.
LADY MACBETH: .,. .. and I'd dump the putrid mess in a little paper
sack, light it on fire, ...
MACBETH: I think I get it.
LADY MACBETH: ... and then I'd lay the flaming mess in frpnt of
Lady MacDufrs flat and ring the bell and she'd-1

·

.

MACBETH: I GET IT, OKAY? Just leave me to my thoughts~.~\
NARRATOR: And so does the lady comply, while poor Duncan draws
with each step closer to the walk across the arboretum that
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would be his last!
bit. ..

000,

but pay attention now. This is a good

MACBETH: Is this a high intensity mark V laser rifle with infrared
sight and custom macanite grip I see before me? Or is it a
what I just said of the mind, a false creation proceeding from
the heat-oppressed brain? I see thee yet, in a form as palpable
as this which I now draw near. (pause) Maybe I'll just drop
a 16-ton weight on the bastard.

..

NARRATOR: And so we press forward in time after the terrible deed .
LADY MACBETH: He's got to do it he's got to do it he's got to do
it. ..
MACBETH: Who's there? What, ho?
LADY MACBETH: None, it's your wife. Though I'm shamed to say
it. Did you lack the vertebrae to even let go of a rope attached
to a weight far distant? Had he resembled my father a bit
more, I'd done it myself!
MACBETH: Faith, woman, I have done the deed.
hear a noise?
LADY MACBETH: Were you not speaking?
MACBETH: When?
LADY MACBETH: Now?
~ACBETH: As I descended?
LADY MACBETH: Aye.
MACBETH: Sure?

40

(pause) Didst thou

LADY MACBETH: Yes!
MACBETH: Hark!
DR. SCOTT: Janet!
JANET: Dr. Scott!
BRAD: Janet!
JANET: Brad!
TIM CURRY: Rocky!
ALL: Ungh!

NARRATOR: That was unnecessarily silly.
MACBETH: Methought I heard a voice cry "sleep no more! MacBeth
does murder sleep. "
LADY MACBETH: Methought I heard an inane reference to the Rocky
Horror Picture Show. Never mind that, you've got blood on
your hands!

.

MACBETH: 'Tis a sorry sight.
LADY MACBETH: Should be nary a sight at all. You did drop a 16ton weight on him? From fifteen feet away wasn't it?
MACBETH: I. .. uh ... picked his pocket afterward.
LADY MACBETH: You what?!?
MACBETH: He had "Phantom" tickets ...
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LADY MACBETH: Oh, wen okay, but go check to see if you left any
prints ...
MACBETH: I'll go no more! I am afraid to think what I have done.
Look on't again, I dare not.
LADY MACBETH: Oh! Infirm of... ahem. Purpose.
you, thou big baby! Just mind to wash up.

1'11do it for

NARRATOR: Little did these two know, exiting the elevator just then
into the Inverness block and the adjoining arboretum were
MacDuff, Lennox, and Banquo .

... continued ...
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Poems
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Nature's Hues
You are everywhere I go and in everything I do.
Everyone knows you. You've been here forever.
You vividly announce your presence.
Whether it's in the yellow canary that soars
Past me like a delicate leaf upon the wind,
Or the soft stubby brush cut that emerges from below.
You are in my grandmother's hair as she dances gracefully
With my grandfather.
I see you as one of autumn's great
Wonders that rustles pleasantly under my footfall
like a paper bag.
I see you in the woman who passes me,
A bluebird all bright and flighty.
I see your darker half in the empty ghost of a building,
Awaiting his spiritedly hued renaissance.
But with a flip of a switch you invade his privacy,
Obliterating his calm.
You are in the young girl that passes me
Her head full of strawberries.
As night approaches, more of your wonders abound
Up above me in a midnight ocean sprinkled
With lighthouses.
You're in the foreboding imaginary monsters,
Created in the mind of a ten year old,
Shapeless reflections of the night.
Before I go to sleep, you are the last thing
I see, a big round stomach full enough to burst,
Lighting my dreams.

Autumn Garland
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My Mom's Garden
My mom's garden is pink,
only one kind of flower,
but quite a few of them,
We planted it the day I came home.
They've grown quite a bit,
kinda like me.
They reach to the sky,
not to the stars,
the clouds,
or the sun.
Just to the sky.

I think they'd like to reach it

and never let go.
Then and only then
could they have a true freedom
with nothing to burden them,
or to kill them.
Then they would just blow in the wind,
as we do.

Zeke Taylor
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Colors
The sparkling blue sea
lay before the Backyard Pirate
I watched from behind
yellow kitchen curtains
The freshly cut
deep jade grass lay
in a crimson Tupperware bowl
his emerald treasure
waiting to be buried
where "X" marks the spot
A red bandanna swathed
around his thin hips
stolen from the neighbor's
black lab
His golden hair on fire
from the light breeze and
the sun melting behind
He raises his cardboard sword
to the sky
the stars above his new
treasure
his cry echoing off
the neighborhood homes
"The moonlight starts here!"

Kelly Day
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Duck Hunter
(after a photograph by Edward Curtis)

He waits, hidden, still
watching the smoky hues of the horizon
concentrates on his muscles
pounding, pulsing, itching
He wants to rattle the reeds
stab the water
let the rings circle out
stretch his legs with cat-like stealth
he remains instead
canoe ribs protruding
hungry dismay
He is perched on his toes
sees the water flinch

Patience
Patience
Remember the song

watches shadows dance on the rippling waves
the sky flutters
He sees his prey in sh,\dows
hours gone, dusk settling
silently coaxing it to near
"Come to me," he whispers
then silence
no words
become a man.

Joy Corcoran
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Apple-Picking in Infinity
(after MkJd Giovanni)

A work of mental art
Created by God
To roam the earth in a splendid aura
I can walk across the sun
burning footprints in it
with my magnificence
My grandmother quilted a blanket
Embroidered with gems
But you all know it
As the night sky
When I walk on the street
Trees whisper,
Flowers sing
Praises to me
For gracing
Them with my presence
I was bored,
So I strolled
To the other side of the earth
Made sand castles,
And filled them with angry tears.
But you all know them as volcanoes.
My pen is an instrument of knowledge
So smart,
It gave philosophers the answer.
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Picking an apple off a tree
I found the end of infinity
Wrapped myself up in it,
and became my mind.
I won't donate my brain to science
But to Fort Knox
For it reeks of golden thoughts.

Shysuaune Taylor
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The Fall
Falling from pathetically wet stairs
I hear myself calling "Father"
And all my ancestors responding "You're coming here, boy!"
as my body falls down the stairs, my soul falls up
The great power of a silly grin on my face
I see pure light fade to nothing but a rack of blackness
I open my eyes and the new face says,
"We broke you through the back door."
Then I feel pure heat from the sun, from mid July
I fade again to nothing but black, wake in a white room,
Hear nothing but a beep, beep, constant beep
Look out the window, over the roof--a single child on it-And see the trees. They give the eye a trick,
The trees are white with leaves and the only color
In the whole world is the iron-on patch from an old coat
The coat I caught on my way up here down the stairs.

David Morgan
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Grandpa
Pulling inlo the dusty drive
I observe my grandpa, watching.
He stands close to his white farm house
Wearing a scarlet slocking cap.
Strapped lo his face is a surgical mask,
Concealing his mouth of false teeth.
In his ears, rest collon swabs,
White as the tip of an iceberg.
His arms, near his bony hips,
Erupl from his now off-white T-shirt.
His hands, filled with apples,
Which he picked from the earth.
Realizing who is in the car,
A smile fills his wrinkled face.
He waves, and drops an apple,
Then turns, and walks away.

Kevin Bacon
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thalamanders
trudging through the wet, wild woods,
I discover a troop of scurrying children
rummaging through the forest
and a chubby child approaches me
with her tear-streaked white hair
and pure blue eyes
she offers me a toothless smile
"we're lookin fur thalamanders!" she shrieks,
as only a child can
"salamanders!" I exclaim, hopelessly attempting to match her enthusiasm
"wanna help?" she implores
I smile
at her charming invitation
but before I can answer
a voice interrupts
"found one!"
the children polarize to the voice
and I stand alone
as they crouch before the great discovery
I am watching
with a pang of jealousy
I want to join in this search
just for a moment
just for a moment I want to be one of them
and I shake my head
at the mystic wonderment of thalamanders
in the eyes of ankle-biters
and I head down the trail, back to my world
too old for this
with the happy voices of children behind me
I spin around with regret
please
come now, you sweet little cherub
sprout wings
and lead me back
to innocence.

Jim Griffioen

Ryan at the Sadie Hawkins Dance
As rap music pours out of
two bath-tub sized speakers,
he sheds his suitcoat
ami slides across the cafeteria
to the huddle of dancers.
As the bass kicks shock waves,
he whips windmills,
hopscotches floor tiles,
skis moguls,
slithers and gyroscopes.
"Bust a Move" ends.
He turns
and smiles at me.

Jodi Fischer
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Three Letter Word
her eyes are hidden by tortoise rimmed glasses
her clothes are ragged due to sacrifice
she doesn't need a Ph.D. or M.D.
she doesn't need a mansion or new car
she works, plays, folds, washes, tucks us in
I used to strain my neck to see her
now we see eye to eye
watching Barkley, Jordan, Magic and wishing to be them
while my real wish was cooking dinner
she has 1001 facial expressions
which she will contort if in the right mood
she is as common as a car but as important as breathing
without her I would be as lost as a blind man in a city
without her I would be nothing

Megan Caszatt
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ulltitled
I painted
a tree
to keep
me company.
and it
has been
faithful
this
summerlong.
but
autumn
is singing
through the trees
and the
watercolors
are catching

fire.

Lauren Moran
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Frost. ..
glazes over the windows,
blurring the plant life
into a green, mushy, mess.
A solitary tic-tac-toe game
washes parts of the blur away.
an anarchy sign reveals
slivers of branches and leaves.
A stick figure,
with its arms outstretched,
lets the sun's first light in.
Then, a single wipe
of my hand brings
everything into focus,
like a painter bringing out
the natural colors of a canvas.
Grass covered foothills,
smoke covered mountains,
and a cloud slowly hovers
above the tree tops.

Erik Maluchnik
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Once-Bright Garden
Once-bright,
the garden is dying.
Strawberries refuse to turn red,
and corn wilts on withered stalks.
Tomatoes are brown and wieldy,
the peas are dry,
cracking.
Clouds are gray, massively threatening
yet no rain falls.
The garden dies,
crumbles beneath my feet.
The finches no longer fly.
Crows and vultures dot the sky.
In the far corner
a dead mouse rots into the ground.
Weeds encompass my plants.
I try to free a weed carrot,
but two more grow instead.
I suppose my tears don't help.

Jellnifer Moore
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Poetry
A poem
is like a pot
clanging down a set of stairs,
echoing loudly as it
drops from step to step,
denting the rug,
coming to a stop with
a final Clang
and sitting there worthlessly,
all its energy spent.

Chris Lutz
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Seven Ways of Looking at a Looking Glass
I.
A cat walks in a circle for hours around a looking glass looking for
the other cat.

11.

The beveled edges of the looking glass fracture the light and make
tiny prisms on the wall.
III.
Lots of little looking glasses form a circle around the clock so you can
fix your hair while you check the time.
IV.
$5.00 will buy cherry slushies for yourself and a friend.
will buy a looking glass in a plastic compact.

A few more

V.

Some public rest rooms have no looking glasses to keep from
frightening the public.
VI.
A looking glass will double a room's size until you walk into it.
VII.
A pink rabbit's foot on a chain will bring you good luck, but a broken
looking glass will bring you seven years of bad luck.

Aryll Huff
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Red Dress
i am standing on a wooden chair
in a black circle room
dancing in my red dress
my thick black tights
my black baby doll shoes,
the silver buckles across my feet.
my arms fall to my sides silent
my circle knees, my feet
are dead, it is a dance
of only my hips and
a slowness that swallows
my eyes closed shut.
broken faced men sit in a circle
of black metal folding chairs
it is only zackariah nelson
in a chair of yellow material
the way that yellow was before
either of us were born
his round knees are turned out
against the cloth.
i am thinking i will step down
from my wooden chair and
crawl into his lap,
like a frightened child and
he is my father and
i am his baby, his little girl
but i am dancing, my hips
the hard wooden chair.
he is watching the red of my dress
i can feel his face of hard
unbroken lines. she is
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passing out drinks on a silver tray
tell her. i am not thirsty.
i close my eyes hard. i am,
it is my hips, dancing.

KaJie Stender
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Nancy Reagan Never Warned Me About Television
Just how do you lock me into your game
of passive hours that all seem the same?
we've built you altars of cool black steel and fake wood,
and bow before your empire of manipulation.
I can only dream of leaving early,
to sit in silence transfixed by illusions
of money schemes and used up dreams
draining my mind in desire
another dry corpse in the machine.
GOD I LOVE TO BE YOUR WHORE!!!
Cramming my tight cheeks with
cartoon cereal, Saturday morning pop tarts
and I can't have just one.
I willingly submit my intellect, my insecurity, my pleasure and pain,
even the shadows you call insane.
I keep waiting .. .to step outside my door
to see the world as "it really is!"
Yeah, just like you always said,
whether I'm killing a coke addict,
or rubbing olives on the belly of a lover,
it's always the same ...
puurrrrfect.
The world is like a script, a perfect jewel.
In the face of reality, I am so confused,
why aren't things like a McDonald's commercial here?
Is it me, was, perhaps, I not cast a role in this game?
maybe i'm not beautiful maybe i'm stupid and crazy
Is that what you're trying to say my dearest holy box? Is it me?
no, No you told me I was a god just like you.
a god of static chaos and plastic pixel queens,
daytime evangelists and media butchers
guns sex money guns sex money guns sex money
So who is it holy box?
but you never answered.
You just sat there with your one flickering dilated eye pounding at my
bacteria crusted pupils,
with your antenna horns and electric tail sucking life from my chamber

walls.
Perhaps you're not a god holy box, my sadistic Hollywood pimp,
perhaps you're a digital Mussolini marching fascists through my thoughts.
Maybe, maybe I'll take my gun and shatter your infectious swamp
of wires and glass and watch you bleed static
until you lie, at last, in silence.
Yes that is what I'll do,
at least that's what they'd doon my favorite T.V. show.

Jason Carter
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Life Preserver
"You're drowning, sir,"
Said the little boy,
Swimming in sorrow, shame and defeat,
the old man could barely keep his head above
the pungent, brown water
that filled his glass

Ibukull Saucer
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The Cobra
The cobra taught the lightning how to strike.
It strikes our mother, denying her embrace.
Yet fades away as quickly as it came,
Fearful of the price for what is done.
The mountain knows the eagle as a friend,
It was she that taught him to soar.
He buildk his nest upon her shoulders,
Honor always to the teacher.
Leaves will dance to life's song in their trees,
Flowing gently on the mother's breath.
Yet the dance was shown to them by moccasins,
For life's song was not known until man came.

Kevin Pottenger
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The Sounds of Mr. Foster
Chalk tap pat butter
monkeys hung!
"Okay, fine!"
Tick clock fold scratch
skate sweet flush
"So ... X=5. Now let's check the book."
"The book says X=4."
"Okay, fine!"
Chop screech pound!
Little scrape
"Okay. Sin X-3.5. Now, what does the book want?"
"It wants Arccos of X ... "
"Okay, fine!"
Thirty two tree podium
"Say, does this sound like something Mike Ditka would say?"
plates key grapefruit tea
"Ooops. Negative one."
"Okay, fine!"

Ryan Witt
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Opposite Sides of a Friend
When you played a concerto
On your antique violin
Each note had a
Sinuous tone,
Similar to the Words
You recited, like the
TV commercial for Juicy Fruit, always
Stretching
The truth.
Your soft hands never listened to
Your twisting tongue.
Lying to my face
While tickling my palms.

Jodie Kramer
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a perfectly timed clich6
the cliche rolled off my tongue like a wet cherry,
and before i could snatch it out of the air,
falling,
streaming a trail of cream behind it,
another sl ipped out,
and another,
and another,
and soon we were all wading in the red juices
of false wit
and stolen idea;
and for this i was ashamed.
but they swam and drank it all in,
the tainted water,
the bittersweet blood,
and gave me congratulations for what i could not say;
all i had done was spit
wet cherries into
a room where dry cherries
were much more common.

brian ewald
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The Scribe
The scent of jasmine hangs heavily in the air, suffocating
the senses.
The concentrated power of the sun has caused minuscule
beads of perspiration to form on your forehead.
Your tablet becomes a pyramid block, twice your size,
that you must drag alone.
The braids in your hair hang like thousands of multi-colored
snakes in your eyes, depleting your vision with every
step.
You can hear the sweet, yet shrill voice of your
mistress, grinding at your soul, stabbing your being with
every syllable.
You've made it to her side. She is now ready to
dictate. Your fingers are ten hummingbirds, scrambling over
the nectar of your tablet.
Your mind becomes a cyclone of information, words
flying past you at enormous speeds. You struggle but you
decipher everyone of.her words into a collage
of symbols.
Your job is well done. You may now return to the dry
heat of the world in which you live.

Monique Dillard
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In the Waiting Room
a tenuous linking of eyes subtle searchings and
a twisting a shifting of posture hoping that at
another angle in another light you might see
some spark of reciprocation a veil behind the
blue of your eyes trying not to seem desperate
but your hungry expression gives you away we
are in the waiting room glancing over the tops
of slick and glossy magazines we are in the
waiting room our seats are carefully picked not
to seem too obvious you compliment my shirt i
choke out thanks in a ragged wisp of awkward
sound an uncleared throat and clumsily shaped
lips we are in the waiting room i draw a
question mark on the back of my hand and
gently raise it to brush my hair back from my
face you show no sign of understanding of
receiving i sip water from a paper cup looking
up flashing my eyes lasciviously giving it all
away you're turned away my other hand twists a
piece of string around my barely shaking fingers
you have turned away we are in the waiting
room i tie myself to the seat

Erik Reuland
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The Spiders that Haunted
The house was haunted with spiders
spiders that hang by their eight legs
On the ceiling
And watch by night.
Spiders that creep into the shirts
That hang in a dark web infested closet
With hopes that an innocent feeble minded child
will put one on so they can feast
Hungry furry mouths
On soft, warm human flesh.
Spiders that hide under blue bed sheets
Waiting for the human body to fall into a
comfortable dreamland
Spiders that digest the remnants of
A house where souls no longer stand.

Greg Sjoberg
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Monstrous
Anger is the graffiti of your
mind,
The monster of content,
A black whole of chaos
Powerful and strong-The high energy of the
world,
Stabs of sharp envyDh how graphic its rampage,
its diverse language of thunderous
words,
The boisterous disorder
I'd love to leave
in a city where hearts are
sharp Iike rocks.

Michael McElrath

72

Cruel Alphabet
Our names were almost identical by Mr. Z's standards.
He was always in my class, his bird-like eyes, his greasy,
dirty blond hair, constantly near. 1 barely had to reach to
touch his skinny arm, centimeters away.
Donny James, dork-boy of G.F. Roberts elementary.
Who had to stand next to him in every line?
(His own personal perfume of urine and sweat sickened us all)
Who had to sit with him in art?
(He could only draw flies)
Who had to have him on their volleyball team?
(He exemplified incoordination in its purest form)
Who had to do the Virginia Reel with him?
(His scratched hand clutched mine, his blackened eye in my
face as we spun, bowed and curtsied)
No, He's not my boyfriend!
Who wouldn't be repulsed by his utter lack of personal hygiene?
No, 1 wouldn't be caught dead near him if it weren't for this
STUPID rule of alphabetical order!
In 5th grade, Billy Johnson moved in.
Donny was removed from me forever.
Siamese twins separated by the knife of letters.

Melissa Jones
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A New Life
The Enricos flee over the border in the night.
Invading our country for an enriched existence.
To escape from the life of pesos to dollars.
For choice is the greatest freedom.
Invading our country for an enriched existence.
To give their children opportunity plentiful as popcorn.
For choice is the greatest freedom.
And poverty is a black hole.
To give their children opportunity plentiful as popcorn.
Furnishing an education for them to build upon.
For poverty is a black hole.
And risks are needed to advance in this arduous world.
To give their children opportunity plentiful as popcorn.
Furnishing an education for them to build upon.
And risks are needed to advance in this arduous world.
The Enricos flee over the border in the night.

Brandon Biljan

74

The Greed of Men
Because of the greed of men
Innocent people lie dead in the roads
A country is torn like paper
As the violence grows greater.
Innocent people lie dead in the roads
Our country risks our lives for theirs
As the violence grows greater
While the children of soldiers weep.
Our country risks our lives for them
We are fighting to give others freedom
While the children of soldiers weep
Their twinkling tears are raining on Haiti.
We are fighting to give others freedom
As a country is torn like paper
Their twinkling tears are raining on Haiti
Because of the greed of men.

Maria Morukian
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